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    Chapter 1 

      

    “Just … a little … farther.” Emily Olmstead pulled her stepson Lance through the waves. Behind them, she heard another explosion as what was left of their yacht blew sky high. She was a strong swimmer, and Lance was not, so once she’d found him bobbing in the ocean, she’d locked her arm around him and dragged him toward the moonlit island.  

    “Where’s Dad?” Lance sounded hysterical, even to his own ears. “Where’s Sam?” His father and stepsister had been aft when the accident happened. He hadn’t seen them since.  

    Coughing and sputtering Emily pulled her stepson onto the cool, sandy beach. He was about six inches taller than her, so that was about as far as she could drag him. She let go and they crawled together away from the lapping waves, both coughing up seawater.  

    “Are you …” Emily coughed “… okay?” She pushed her long brown hair out of her face and looked at her bedraggled eighteen-year-old stepson.  

    “No.” Lance shook his head and he turned over on his back in the sand. “The boat sunk.” Tears welled in his eyes. “Where’s Sam, Mom?” 

    “I’ll go see.” Emily forced herself to stand up. She was barefoot, with only her shorts and t-shirt. She hadn’t had time to grab anything from the yacht, it all happened so fast. “Mitch?” Her leg muscles burned as she ran down the beach. Everything was bathed in silver light, making distance difficult to judge. “Samantha? Where are you?” She called and called and ran back and forth on the beach until her legs gave out and her voice turned hoarse. Eventually, she flopped down next to Lance and allowed herself to cry.  

    “They didn’t make it.” Lance said in between sobs. “We’re all alone.” Debris from their yacht washed up on the beach all around them. It was a mess. 

    “We’ll be okay.” Emily scooted closer to her stepson and hugged him close. “I promise. We’ll be okay.” 

      

    ~~ 

      

    The days passed and Emily and Lance built a shelter on the beach out of torn wood and fiberglass from their poor yacht. They gathered coconuts, learned to fish in the shallows, and constructed a HELP sign out of debris on the beach in case an airplane happened by. Each day was spent on survival, with bouts of weeping in between. Mitch and Samantha never showed up, and eventually stepmother and stepson accepted that they never would.  

    They found a freshwater stream just above the beach in the outskirts of the jungle with a gentle waterfall and clear pool. They collected water in salvaged plastic jugs. As the days passed, they cried less and learned to make fire through friction. It was a better night when they no longer had to eat raw fish. They sat around their fire as the Milky Way slowly moved across the sky above them. 

    “How long do you think we’ll be here?” Lance looked over at his stepmother, her emerald eyes hidden in the shadows cast by firelight.  

    “Not long.” Emily tried a reassuring smile. “I’m sure someone will see our sign.” 

    “Do you think Gillian is looking for us?” Lance munched on his fish. Gillian was Samantha’s twin and the only Olmstead to stay home on this trip.  

    Emily nodded. “I’m sure she has everyone out looking for us. It’s only a matter of time.” Emily tugged at her bra. She was itchy. She had to wear the same shorts, t-shirt, and underwear every day. As did Lance. And they each sweat gallons as they went about their survival. “How many days has it been since a bath?” 

    “Three?” Lance shrugged.  

    “Maybe we should spend the morning up by the waterfall tomorrow. What do you say?” Emily took a bite of coconut. She was so tired of coconut. “I could really use a bath.” 

    “Sure.” He nodded. “I’m going to bed, Mom.” Lance got up and walked around the fire. He bent and gave his stepmother an awkward hug and then disappeared into their shelter. 

    “I’ll stay out here a little while longer.” Emily poked the fire with a stick and watched the stars. “Goodnight, sweetheart.” 

    “Goodnight, Mom,” Lance called from inside the shelter. 

    An hour later, Emily still gazed at the stars as the fire died down. A faint grunting noise echoed to her over the beach. She looked around expecting an animal of some sort. They hadn’t seen any mammals yet on the island. Eventually, she determined the noise came from their shelter. She crept over and peered in. Her hand went to her mouth when she saw what was making that soft grunting. 

    In the dim light, Emily could just see that her stepson had his hand wrapped around his uncommonly large penis, stroking it up and down. It was a disturbing sight. He was quite a bit larger than his father, and the thing looked ungainly. He grunted as he pumped himself. Emily moved back to the fire and sighed. She had been so busy with survival she’d not once stopped to think about Lance’s teenage hormones. He had a girlfriend back home, but none here.  

    There wasn’t much to be done about it. Emily contemplated the stars and waited until the grunting had stopped. Then she waited a while longer. The best she could do was give him as much privacy as possible.  

    When she finally went to bed, the shelter smelled a bit like semen. Emily did her best to ignore it. No one ever said having a teenage stepson was easy. Least of all while stranded on an island. 

      

    ~~ 

      

    The next day they visited the waterfall. Emily went in to the pool to bathe first, as was her habit. She thought nothing of stripping naked and wading out to the waterfall for a shower. They were family, after all.  

    As she let the water cascade over her head and splash down her breasts, she had an odd feeling. She looked over to the rocks where Lance sat staring at her. He had a large bulge in his shorts. 

    “Lance, sweetheart?” Emily cursed herself under her breath for forgetting about his hormones and putting her stepson in such an awkward position. She covered her breasts with her arm. “Could you go back to the shelter and fetch me my walking stick?” 

    “Sure, Mom.” Lance didn’t mind leaving. It felt really wrong to watch his stepmother naked, even if he had trouble pulling his eyes away. “I’ll be back in fifteen.” He stood and walked back toward the beach. 

    Emily shook her head to herself. She’d have to be more careful. What she wouldn’t give to have some dirty magazines to give him. She finished her bath, washed her clothes, and dressed in her wet things by the time he returned.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    As the days continued to pass, stepmother and stepson explored more of the island. They were about a mile northwest when they made a monumental discovery. 

    “It’s just more jungle, Mom.” Lance would rather have been lounging by the beach, or sneaking off for a quick fap. Instead, Emily had dragged him exploring again. 

    “No, look it clears up ahead.” She pushed her way past some large, tropical foliage and stepped to the edge of a cliff. They were thirty feet above the ocean, overlooking a protected cove. “Oh, my.” Emily’s face blanched as she saw what was beached at the far end of the cove. 

    “Is that?” Lance stepped up next to her and shaded his eyes. 

    “Yes. It’s a galleon.” Emily’s voice was low with wonder.  

    “Wow.” Lance followed his stepmother back through the jungle as they wound around the cliffs and down to the new beach. Soon, they were standing looking up at the ship’s once mighty prow.  

    “It’s remarkably preserved.” Emily squinted up at it. “How do we get aboard?” 

    “You want to go up there?” Lance looked dubious.  

    Emily laughed, a bright sing-song sound that echoed around the cove. “Don’t be silly, of course we’re going aboard.” She walked around the prow. “There’s some vines dangling off this side. Up we go.” Emily was strong, and short, which made for a quick climb. 

    “Okay.” Lance was not quite as strong, and a good deal taller. It was a long, strenuous climb for him. When he finally crossed the rail onto the deck, he found Emily busy prying open the cabin door with a rusty piece of metal.  

    “It’s almost … there …” She grunted and the door gave way with the cracking of ancient wood. A cloud of dust bellowed out of the doorway and Emily waved her hand until the breeze carried it away. “Come on Lance, this should be interesting.” If only her husband were here, he would have loved this find. 

    The pair entered the hall and passed several empty rooms. There was nothing of interest until Emily pushed open the door to the captain’s cabin.  

    “Holy shit.” Lance stepped up next to his stepmom and looked into the room.  

    “Watch your language, young man,” Emily scolded out of habit. But what did it matter if they were stranded on this island?  

    In the cabin, there was a long table with bones strewn in and on the chairs. Human bones. Most of their clothing had rotted away, so it was hard to tell much about them, other than that they’d once been people. In the large, intricately carved chair at the head of the table, a mostly intact skeleton slumped down, its skull on the floor next to it. That was amazing, but what was truly remarkable, was what was in between the skeletons. 

    The aged oak table was littered with gold coins and jewels that glittered in the pale light that angled in through the captain’s window. Rotten papers had been haphazardly spread about and a few leather-bound books lay half covered by treasure. 

    “We’re rich.” Lance took a step into the room and then paused. He didn’t want to walk into any boobytraps.  

    “Well …” Emily looked around. It seemed safe enough. She took a step into the room. “We would be if we had any way to get us and it off the island.” 

    “This is a boat, Mom.” Lance looked around. “I bet the helm is above us on the main deck.” 

    Emily chuckled and took another step into the room. She reached around someone’s tibia and picked up a book. It was a ledger in Spanish. She could read a bit of Spanish, but it was quite dull so she tossed it down. “Even if we could get this ship off the beach, we couldn’t sail it ourselves.” She picked up a coin and examined it. Spanish too. “And even then, I doubt it’s sea worthy.” There were the remnants of weapons on the table and about the room. Old rusted blunderbusses and cutlasses. Emily judged that whatever had led all those people to die in that room had been one way or another quite violent. She shivered.   

    “Yeah.” Lance sounded crestfallen. He walked around the table to the large chair and peered down at a tarnished silver chain in the skeleton’s hand. “Pardon me, sir,” Lance whispered as he plucked the chain from fleshless fingers. Attached to the chain was a rounded, stone pendant. The stone had several red veins that seemed to pulse as Lance stared at it. He wasn’t sure why, but he thought the pendant was one of the most beautiful things he’d ever seen.  

    “This is interesting.” Emily was skimming through another book as her stepson stared at the pendant. “This looks like the captain’s diary.” 

    “Can I see?” Lance looked over at his stepmother and thought that she now was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. The way her bra straps poked out from under her shirt. The way her butt filled out her shorts. My God, her boobs. He ogled her sideboob as she read. She was such a full figure in such a small package. His awkwardness from watching her by the pool returned but went up by an order of magnitude. Even so, he couldn’t look away. 

    “What?” Emily glanced up and then back down to the book. “It’s in Spanish, sweetheart. You won’t be able to read it.” 

    “Oh.” Lance slipped the pendant into his pocket.  

    “I just wish your father was here to see this. He’d be floored.” Emily looked up from the book. “We better head back before it gets dark. I’m going to take the diary, but we should leave the rest of the stuff here. When we get rescued, we can come back for it.” 

    “Sure.” Lance left the pendant in his pocket. He didn’t feel like parting with it.  He followed his stepmom back out of the cabin and back toward camp. His eyes glued to her wide butt the whole way. 

      

    ~~ 

      

    The fire flickered and gave Emily just enough light to read the diary. Lance had gone to bed hours ago. She’d heard his soft grunting for a little while as he worked out his teenage hormones, and then eventually, his snores drifted out of their shelter. As she read more and more of the diary, her blood ran cold. It seemed the ship was the Penumbra. Her captain was a man named La Sombra, or The Shadow. He was a pirate. The early part of the diary was spent bragging about his sexual conquests. He claimed to have stolen a magical stone pendant from one of the Vatican’s transport ships which gave him an extraordinary power over women. It enlarged his manhood and allowed him to bed queens and princesses, wives and widows.  

    This was all well and good. A pirate was bound to brag about such things. But then, it seems, his stepmother, Allesandra, accidentally fell under his spell. When Emily got to that part of the diary, she nearly put it down out of disgust. La Sombra wrote that she was a black-haired beauty that he’d never thought much on after leaving home at an early age. He would return to Spain from time to time to bring gifts for his parents.   

    The first time the captain mated his stepmother he was twenty-five, bringing plunder to their farm. He wrote that while his father worked the field outside, he worked her furrows thoroughly inside, and brought her an ecstasy few women have known. He should not have brought the pendant with him, but he could not leave it on the Penumbra. He first bent her over her marital bed as she was folding clothes and took her from behind with her dress about her waist. Emily put her hand up to her eyes, and read between her fingers. Had this really happened? 

    Once Allesandra had gotten a taste of La Sombra’s manhood, she’d ridden her stepson like a soldier on a steed. Or so the diary read. Emily gasped at the copulations described. Apparently, Allesandra was quite a beauty, with her dark hair and a quiet, pale face. She was ample of bosom, too. And La Sombra batted around her breasts while she rode him, laughing as she cried out.  

    Once he seeded his stepmother no less than four times, La Sombra left his childhood home. Only to return the next day to carry his stepmother off with him to the waiting Penumbra. The crew did not know the captain’s new mistress was his stepmother, and the captain worked hard to keep it that way. He confided to the diary that he feared a mutiny should his crew ever learn the truth. This apprehension did not in any way dim his lust for his poor stepmother, whom he took over and over again, while the crew listened and laughed at her groaning and shrieking.   

    “My goodness.” Emily closed the book. She wondered if the death around the captain’s table had been linked to his incestuous affair. Did some of those bones belong to Allesandra? She was sure the skeleton in the grand chair was what was left of La Sombra. Emily shivered on that warm night and looked back to the stars. It was very late and her fire had burned low. She tucked the diary under her arm, rose, and walked into her shelter. She laid down and her eyelids closed. She drifted off to sleep and found strange dreams about a pulsing, black and red pendant with a powerful force trapped inside. She slept fitfully that night.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 2 

      

    The first hint of red morning sunlight wormed its way into their shelter. Emily slowly opened her eyes and stared at the familiar sight of twisted wood and fiberglass above her. She and Lance now shared a home that was once a mighty yacht. Before tears could form in her eyes for her lost husband and daughter, a shiver passed through her body. Something was wrong. Through the grogginess of sleep, she couldn’t quite place what was out of sorts. But something was deeply wrong, she could feel it. 

    As was her custom every morning, Emily turned away from her sleeping stepson and reached for her bra. Without removing her t-shirt, she hooked it around her waist and pulled it up under her shirt. It didn’t fit. Somehow, after all these days stuck on the island, her bra had shrunk. Was that even possible? She loosened the straps and tried again. It went on, but her boobs spilled out of it. It wasn’t the bra. It was her boobs. She hefted them with her hands. They were more than twice as big as they should have been.  

    “No,” Lance yelled and sat up. He had a wild-eyed look about him. He spotted his stepmother sitting in the corner feeling herself up. What the heck? His dick had never been harder. He stood awkwardly.   

    “Are you okay, sweetie?” Emily crossed her arms over her t-shirt to hide her engorged breasts from her stepson. Her eyes went round-as-saucers when she saw the morning wood straining at Lance’s shorts. He was huge. Much bigger than when she’d spied him pumping himself the other day.  

    “Bad dream.” Lance moved with difficulty. Something got in the way of each step. He could tell he had the stepmother of all morning hard-ons. He desperately needed to unload. “I have to …” He left his stepmother in the shelter and raced off without bothering to finish his sentence.  

    “I’ll make breakfast,” Emily called after him. She tried to sound casual, but her mind raced. She thought about what she’d read in the diary. Her changed boobs had something to do with that pirate ship they’d found. She’d need to read more of the diary to figure out what was happening. But first, she needed to see about getting a fire started. She stood and moved out of the shelter. 

    There was a slight chill in the air. Her new breasts made everything difficult, but she finally started a fire, skewered some fish, and sat down and warmed herself against the morning chill.  

    “Welcome back.” Emily watched her stepson return from the jungle some twenty minutes later. She eyed him closely for changes, but all she could discern was the massive soft bulge in his shorts. “Come, sit. I made breakfast.” That change was horrifying enough. 

    “Thanks, Mom.” Lance looked at the fire but stole several glances of his stepmom. She looked so beautiful that morning. Her heart-shaped face was radiant in the morning light, and her emerald eyes seemed to have an extra sparkle. He suddenly had butterflies in his stomach. Everything was topsy-turvy. He’d just shot out a week’s worth of cum. Somehow, his dick and balls had grown overnight to a man-sized package. No, that was wrong, they were giant-sized now. “What’s for … um … breakfast?” And now the view of his stepmother just sitting there made him feel like he was about to ask the most popular girl in school out to prom.  

    “Roast banana and fish.” Emily handed Lance his breakfast in a folded banana leaf with her right hand, careful to keep her left arm covering her chest. “Sorry there isn’t more variety.” She caught him peeking at her chest as she sat back down and folded her right arm with her left one. “Um … sweetie? Have you noticed anything strange today?” It was hard to come right out and ask him about his penis. He was eighteen and she was his stepmother, after all.  

    “No,” Lance said quickly. He devoured his breakfast. The longer he sat near his stepmom, the more her beauty tormented him. He could smell her dried sweat on the morning breeze, and no scent had ever been so alluring. He tossed his banana leaf into the fire and stood. He was fully hard again. “I have to … um … go pee again.” He raged at himself for wanting to ravage Emily right there and then. She was his sweet stepmom, doing her best to help them survive. What was he thinking? 

    “If you have to.” Emily watched her skinny little man move with an awkward gait as he wrestled with his morning erection. She ate slowly, trying to think about how to handle this. Did magic really exist? Had they stumbled onto something dark and sinister? After about thirty minutes, she started to worry about Lance. They hadn’t run into any large animals on the island, but you never knew. She left the smoldering fire and followed his tracks into the jungle. 

    Savage grunting echoed off the trees as she moved her way past leafy fronds. Emily quickened her pace, her arm still on her breasts, this time for support rather than obfuscation. What would be making those sounds? Had something wild attacked her poor Lance? As she rounded a large tree, Emily stopped in her tracks. It wasn’t a wild animal making the sounds. Or rather, her stepson was the wild animal. And he was attacking himself, vigorously pumping the most enormous penis Emily had ever seen. Heck, she’d never even imagined they got that big.  

    The pirate boat was all Emily could think as she stepped back behind the tree and peeked out at the brutish sight. Lance had his two hands both wrapped around his penis as he furiously pumped them back and forth. His mouth hung open, twisted with some sort of deep craving. What was he thinking about? As Emily watched, her own hands reached under her shirt and removed her bra. She tossed it into the jungle. It wouldn’t do her any good anymore anyway, she reasoned. It was too small. A bra for her old self. Not the woman now on this island.  

    Goodness, the sounds her sweet stepson made. He really had become an animal. She could see his massive, hairy balls flopping as he worked himself. Emily’s right hand snaked up under her shirt and played with her left nipple, rolling it between her fingers. Her nipples had always been sensitive, but the pleasure her fingers elicited was quite new. Her left hand made its way into her shorts and found her wet vagina. Was she really going to touch herself while watching her stepson? No, she was not. She pulled her hands out of her clothes and stepped back behind the tree where she couldn’t see Lance. She pressed her back against the rough trunk and tried to get her bearings.  

    A battle raged inside her as she listened to his grunts echo around the jungle. On the one hand, a couple dozen feet away was one of the most spellbinding sights she’d ever seen. It made her quiver just to think about what Lance did to himself at that very moment. On the other hand, it was all sorts of wrong to touch herself while watching him. Heck, back home she never touched herself at all.   

    Emily listened to his urgent sounds for another few minutes, and finally picked a side. She peeked back around the tree, and her hands went back under her clothes. It was wrong, but no one would ever know. Emily rubbed her clit and watched her eighteen-year-old stepson tremble as he neared orgasm.  

    Lance roared out an orgasm and shot a flood of white stuff out in front of him. Emily felt a sense of vertigo, everything was out of sorts. There was so much of Lance’s white, gooey stuff. Emily’s shoulders hunched forward and she shuddered out her own climax. One of the best of her life, she hated to admit. Fortunately, Lance sat blissfully with his eyes closed for a while, soaking up the joy of his relief. Emily removed her hands from her sensitive places and sneaked back to camp. She needed to read the diary soon to figure out how to get a handle on this turn of events. 

      

    ~~ 

      

    Lance and Emily set the nets in the shallows and finished their chores by the late morning. Lance disappeared into the jungle again. Emily fetched the diary, found a spot in the sand under the shade of a palm tree, and read. 

    It seemed La Sombra had been quite conflicted about his treasured pendant. Once pilfered from the Vatican, he’d worn the odd thing on a lark. But then strange changes befell him. His manhood had grown many times over and with it a burning desire consumed him from the inside out.  

    For many years, the New World had known La Sombra as a gentleman pirate. If a ship surrendered, he would spare its passengers and crew from murder and rape. Of course, not so much if the ship chose to fight. But after the pendant had been in his possession for some time, La Sombra changed his methods. The men he still spared, but any woman La Sombra fancied would stay aboard the Penumbra until they next made port. There was a great shame in this for La Sombra. Especially because, while the women, whether married or not, would need only a small amount of coaxing to climb into his bed, his crew were less beguiling and resorted to rougher treatment of the ladies.   

    “Rougher treatment,” Emily whispered under her breath in Spanish. She shivered despite the warm temperatures in the shade.  

    The diary argued that he’d tried his best to sate his new thirst with his old habits of whorehouses and young maidens. But he could only resist his urges for so long. La Sombra learned many lessons through trial and error with his new pendant. One, which he underlined in red, was that the pendant would change anyone who spent the night with it. So, but for a few, he plowed the women and then sent them out of his cabin shortly after. Whatever his crew did to them, at least it wasn’t as unnatural as what that pulsing red and black stone on his pendant would do.  

    Emily wondered if she or Lance had somehow brought the pendant back with them from the Penumbra. Emily looked around the beach but didn’t see Lance. She would confront him when he returned and if he had the pendant on him, they would destroy it together. Then they could forget about the Penumbra and its evil treasure.  

    Emily went back to reading. La Sombra asked for God’s forgiveness for what he’d done to his poor stepmother, Allesandra. She became one of the few overnight visitors to his cabin. He honored his parents with the loot he brought them, and taking her as he did was an accident. He couldn’t very well let the crew paw his own stepmother, so she slept at his side that first night on the Penumbra. When she woke, her breasts had much expanded, and so had her carnal appetite. But despite La Sombra’s anguish over her fate as his concubine, he then described his conquests over her in exacting detail. Emily stared at the pages in horror, but couldn’t look away. 

    Apparently, over the course of weeks, La Sombra trained his stepmother to take his long pole all the way down her throat. At first, she gagged, and resisted. But in time, she begged him for more, greedily devouring his seed.  

    How was such a thing possible? Emily’s own husband was much smaller than how La Sombra described his own penis, but Emily had only ever gotten about half of Little Mitch in her mouth. If her own breasts weren’t sitting so heavy on her chest that very moment, Emily might believe the whole diary to be a grotesque fiction. 

    The diary went on to detail how La Sombra took his stepmother’s backside. Allesandra wailed so loudly the first time, he had to gag her for fear the crew would hear. But like with everything else, she grew to crave this new perversion. He also made his stepmother participate in the conquest of captured women. After a time, she was as skilled at seduction as he was.  

    Emily put down the diary and walked away disgusted. She would not let herself and her gentle stepson succumb to whatever witchery this was. She would find the pendant and destroy it. She spotted Lance walking out of the jungle and walked sternly toward him, one arm supporting her burgeoning bust.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    “Did you take anything from the pirate ship, Lance?” Emily stood by the shelter, trying to be tough with her stepson. She had her arms crossed over her chest, body language that had quickly become familiar to her. She felt like a teenage girl whose boobs had just come in.  

    “No.” Lance shook his head and tried not to meet her eyes. “You asked me not to.” 

    “But you did, didn’t you?” Emily looked up into his handsome face and tried not to think about the look of bliss on his face when he ejaculated in the jungle. She sighed.  

    Emily told Lance about what she’d read in the diary. Her Spanish was rusty, but she’d figured out most of it. She told him all but the most prurient details.  

    “His own stepmom?” Lance gaped at Emily. 

    “Yes.” Emily nodded with severity. “This is very serious, sweetie. I know you took the pendant because of what happened to these.” She removed her arms from her chest and let him see her enormous chest. Without a bra on, her nipples stuck out through the t-shirt’s thin cotton. “And because of what happened to that.” She pointed to the soft lump in his shorts that worked its way down his thigh. 

    “I … I …” Lance stuttered. “I didn’t mean to … it just looked so interesting.” He reached into his pocket and held the pendant dangling from his hand. The red veins in the black stone seemed to pulse in the midday sun.  

    “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll destroy it. Maybe if I drop it out in the ocean?” Emily tapped her foot as she thought. “No, it’d still be there.” She looked around, back to their firepit. “Fire. We’ll melt it to glass. Here, give it to me.” Emily reached for the pendant and was surprised when Lance pulled his hand back. 

    “No,” he hissed. He stepped back from her and clasped it around his neck. “It’s mine.” 

    “Don’t be a baby, Lance. Give it here.” Emily stepped toward him, and he stepped away again. 

    “I just wish Chrissy was here.” 

    “Your girlfriend?” Emily snatched at the black stone again, but Lance was surprisingly quick. Maybe their time on the island had toughened him up some. “What are you even talking about?” 

    “She gives me handjobs, Mom.” Anger welled up inside Lance, as his stepmom tried to steal his precious necklace. “I need someone to take care of my dick other than me.” 

    “Ew, gross. A stepmother shouldn’t have to hear that stuff. Now give me the pendant.” Emily feinted to the left and then came at him from the right. She gave up six inches to her stepson, but she just about outweighed him. Especially with her new breasts. They tumbled to sand, both grasping at the pendant around his neck.  

    What happened next was a bit hazy for both of them. One moment, they were grunting and struggling with Lance on his back and Emily trying to pin him down, the next moment Lance’s shorts fell down his thighs, and his hard dick poked out of the top of his underwear. 

    “Goodness. Put that away, Lance.” Emily’s struggle abated. She lost focus on the pendant and let go of his arms. “I don’t want to see that thing.”  Without telling her body to move, she crawled down and sat on his legs, pulling his underwear all the way down. The massive penis sprung straight up in the air. “This is not right.” Emily gingerly wrapped both her hands around his veiny manhood. Her fingers couldn’t quite encircle the thing. 

    “What are you doing, Mom?” Lance held the pendant with one hand and reached for purchase in the sand with his other.  

    “My God, sweetie.” Emily was mesmerized. She found herself sitting on his right thigh, looking at her wedding ring sparkling in the bright sun as it pressed into Lance’s spongy flesh. “Maybe … Maybe …” Emily’s hands moved on that giant penis. She felt so small holding it.  

    “Mom?” Lance didn’t know what was hotter. The fact that his stepmom stroked his dick, or the look on her face as she did it. With her wide eyes and open mouth, she looked totally in awe of him. “You don’t have to. I’ll just go back into the jungle.” 

    “As your stepmom I really can’t … oh, my …” Emily whispered. “Maybe you could pretend I was Chrissy.” She licked her lips. “Since it’s only you and me on the island, and you need someone to … help you.” Emily leaned forward and spit on the head of his penis. She’d given her husband plenty of handjobs, but that was always foreplay. She hadn’t really helped him through to completion. She wasn’t sure what to do when her stepson’s orgasm arrived, but there was a sudden determination inside her to bring that about. 

    “Wow, Mom. That feels really good.” 

    “I’m Chrissy, remember?” Now that he was lubricated with her spit, she got a good pace going with her hands.  

    “Sorry … Chrissy … that feels really good. You’re the best girlfriend ever.” Lance stared down at Emily’s boobs as they bounced with her efforts under her shirt. Chrissy was taller than his stepmom, but her body was not at all similar. Where Emily was curvy, Chrissy was quite slender. Also, she’d never actually made Lance cum. She’d just teased him with quick and frustrating handjobs at the end of a few dates. “Get ready … Chrissy …” The rhythmic pulsing in his balls that he’d felt as he came in the jungle all day started up again.  

    “Oh … Lance … this is so … dope.” Emily didn’t know how to sound like a teenager. She hoped it was close enough for him. At any rate, Lance now grunted like a savage animal with each stroke, and his thighs trembled. He was going to let loose. Emily thought she should have some plan for his sperm, but the beach didn’t give her many options.  

    “Chrissy … Mom … Chrissy … Oh, God … Aaaaahhhhhhhh.” Lance roared out his orgasm and nearly blacked out as his balls unleashed their torrent. 

    “Lance –” Emily never got to say whatever stupid teenage thing was going to come out of her mouth. She was interrupted by a geyser of semen shooting up in front of her. She didn’t have time to close her mouth, and some of the hot, salty stuff dropped in. She meant to spit it out, but secretly swallowed as the stuff plastered her face, hair, and chest. She closed her eyes and squeezed Lance’s penis and jerked him a few more times to get it all out of those giant balls.      

    When he finished, she let go of his penis and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “How on Earth did that happen?” 

    “Wow, Chrissy,” Lance sighed. “You’re the best girlfriend.” 

    “I … have to go.” Emily looked down at the mess they’d created and stood up. She turned and ran toward their waterfall, her breasts bouncing wildly as she crossed the sand. She needed to clean up and collect her thoughts. She’d destroy the pendant when she got back from the waterfall. But first, she needed to wash off what felt like a gallon of sperm. She’d never felt more dirty in all her life.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 3 

      

    When Emily got back from the waterfall, she refused to make eye contact with Lance. 

    “Mom, I’m sorry that happened.” Lance tried to make amends. 

    “Not now.” Emily held out her small hand palm out like she was one of those football players her husband loved so much, ready to do a stiff-arm. “I don’t want to hear it.”  

    Later, while they prepared dinner, Lance tried again. “About before, I –” 

    “I said no, Lance.” Emily chanced some eye contact to glare at him. 

    They ate dinner in silence. Lance excused himself to go pee in the jungle, but who was he kidding. Emily could hear him roaring out his orgasm all the way back at camp. He returned and went to sleep without another word.  

    When her stepson softly snored in their shelter, Emily pulled out the diary to see what else she could discover. With the Milky Way stretching across the sky above, she read by firelight.  

    There were pages and pages detailing La Sombra’s conquests. Emily picked one at random. It seemed the pirate was fond of corrupting royalty. He wrote that he’d inserted some strong blood in the weakened Hapsburg line. Using the pendant on some courtiers, La Sombra managed an invitation to the Ribeira Palace in Lisbon. Taking Allesandra as his chaperone, La Sombra wined and dined at the Royal court. The raven-haired Princess Maria caught his eye, and La Sombra leaned over to his stepmother to tell her his plans.  

    When the Princess had a moment to herself while her entourage dealt with a drunk count, Allesandra approached her. Allesandra explained in halting Portuguese, that she represented a Spanish Princess that humbly sought a moment of Princess Maria’s evening. By the time the innocent Princess realized there was no Spanish Princess, she was in a back chamber, while Allesandra pressed the pendant upon her bare skin.  

    One of La Sombra’s favorite sounds was the muffled wails of innocent royalty as he plowed the young woman’s pussy, and his stepmother held her pretty face between her legs. This is what happened to the Princess Maria. Allesandra stripped the poor woman naked and removed her own things. She then crawled up onto the bed and pulled Princess Maria up after her. The girl whimpered, her lip quivering as her face sunk down to the Spanish woman’s pussy.  

    “I’ve never even considered such a thing,” Princess Maria said in refined Portuguese.  

    “No speak Portuguese, slut,” Allesandra responded in her broken Portuguese, and laughed as the woman eagerly lapped at her slit. She watched her stepson enter the room and unsheathe his mighty cock. When he got up on the bed, Princess Maria struggled again, but Allesandra held her dark hair, and La Sombra grabbed her slender hips. 

    “Time to put a little shadow in the royal bloodline,” La Sombra said in Spanish as he buried his dick in the Princess’s gushing pussy and took her with mighty, smashing strokes. 

    “Please … please … you’ll get me pregnant,” Princess Maria said around the older woman’s pussy lips. That long penis inside her had at first caused pain, but now felt better and better. “I must … marry a prince.” 

    “What?” La Sombra laughed. He knew enough Portuguese to get the gist of what she was saying. “You yap like a little dog. The Portuguese always sound like a slow-witted deckhand. Bark for me. Bark for me, Princess. Turn around, Mother. I want you to taste the royal fruit.” 

    “Did you say … Mother?” The Princess was beyond horrified as the Spanish woman moved under her so that they both lapped at each other’s vaginas, while the pirate continued plunging the Princess from the back.  

    Hours later, Princess Maria stumbled down the palace halls with a womb full of pirate cum and a face covered in Allesandra’s wetness.  

    Emily closed the diary and stared into the dying fire. Good Lord. She was in a heap of trouble stranded with her stepson and that cursed pendant on a deserted island. If only her husband was with her, he’d know what to do. A tear slowly rolled down her left cheek. If a rescue was on the way, it would be best if it arrived sooner rather than later. Emily could sense the dark powers working in and around her. Emily and Lance needed to get off that island. 

      

    ~~ 

      

    The next morning, Emily had the fire going again, preparing breakfast, when Lance finally got up and walked into the jungle for his morning masturbation. She listened to his grunts and moans echo through the jungle out to her spot at the top of the beach and tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. She focused on cooking the fish just right, as if she couldn’t hear her sweet boy turn into a rapacious animal. 

    A while later, Lance walked out of the jungle and sat down next to his stepmom by the fire. “Morning,” he said. 

    “Lance, sweetie, I’m ready to talk about yesterday.” Emily gave him a nervous glance and handed him a warm banana leaf with steaming hot fish inside. “What happened was wrong. That pendant made us do those things. We have to get rid of it.” 

    “No.” Lance put his hand over his heart where the pendant rested against his skin. “I told you, I’m keeping it.” 

    “My, goodness. You were always such a good listener. What happened?” Emily could see that he was staring at her enlarged boobs through her t-shirt. Thin cotton over braless breasts must have been quite a sight for the eighteen-year-old. “Eyes up here.” 

    “I’m sorry, Mom.” Lance didn’t take his eyes off her boobs as he ate his fish. “I just need to keep it.” 

    “Toss it into the sea, sweetie.” Emily nibbled at her fish. She wasn’t very hungry. “That pendant made the people in that diary do depraved things. The man who wrote it corrupted his own stepmother. Can you imagine, Lance? And then together, they took the innocence of woman after woman. Even princesses. We have to get rid of it.” 

    “Mmmm. I’ll throw it away if you let me see your butt.” Lance looked up to her green eyes.  

    “Fine.” Emily stood and smiled. That wasn’t so bad. She brushed the sand off her shorts and turned her back to him. “There. Can you get rid of it now?” 

    “I want to see your butt naked, Mom.” 

    Emily turned around and crossed her arms. “No way.” 

    “I promise I’ll get rid of the pendant if you show it to me and shake it a little.” Lance was surprised by his own boldness. He supposed what his stepmom had done to him the day before had given him some confidence.  

    “No, and that’s final. You’ve got chores to do.” She pointed at the water jugs that needed filling. “I hope when you’ve thought it over, you’ll return to your senses.” 

    “Okay.” Disappointed, Lance finished his fish, stood, and walked over to the jugs.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    All day long, Emily thought over her stepson’s proposition. She turned it over in her mind as she checked their fishing nets, fed him his lunch, and cleaned out the shelter. In the evening, she decided it was a small price to pay to get rid of that evil thing.  

    “Okay.” Emily walked up to Lance as he sat on the beach, resting after a hard day of chores.  

    “Okay, what?” Lance looked up at her and instinctively placed his hand over the pendant in a protective gesture.   

    “I’ll show you my butt.” Emily took a deep breath. “Naked.” She unbuttoned her shorts and shimmied them down her shapely legs. Her eyes studied the sand by her feet very intently, she couldn’t bear to look at her stepson.  

    “Panties too, Mom.”  

    “Fine.” Emily pulled her panties off and placed them in the sand.  

    “Wow.” Lance stared at the triangle of brown hair between her legs. “You’re perfect, Mom.” 

    “Thank you,” Emily mumbled and turned around so that he could see her butt.  

    “Oh, damn, Mom.” Lance slid down his shorts and underwear and placed both hands on his dick. He stroked slowly. “You have one of those upside-down heart asses.” 

    “Don’t say ass, Lance.” Emily’s voice was low. She heard him massaging his penis behind her. She hadn’t considered that he’d do that while watching her. “Do you have to touch it while you look?” 

    “Yeah, I do.” Lance fapped faster. “Now can you get on your hands and knees and shake it for me?” 

    Emily complied. It was worth it to send that awful pendant out of their lives. She kneeled in the sand and leaned forward on her hands. “It’s not right that I’m doing this for you. So, imagine I’m Chrissy again. Okay, sweetie?” She looked down at her wedding ring, half-covered in the sand as it caught the fading sunlight. Her husband would understand that she did this for the good of the family. She couldn’t let that pendant corrupt them any further.  

    “Okay, talk like Chrissy then.” Lance’s dick felt amazing. He wondered how long he could last. He tried to control his grunting. He didn’t want to scare her off. “And … shake it.” 

    “Right.” Emily wagged her hips, shaking her butt at her stepson. “Do you like it, dude? I love twerking for my boyfriend.” 

    “That’s … not … twerking … Mom.” The way her ass wobbled mesmerized Lance. He really wanted to grab it, but he knew that would send her running down the beach. 

    “I’m Chrissy, remember?” This was so embarrassing. But it was worth it. “Okay, I’m shaking my ass for my boyfriend. This is so dope.” She had no idea how Chrissy really talked. She’d barely spoken to the girl. But she hoped she was nailing teenage lingo.  

    “Can you … touch it?” 

    “Um … sure … that would be tight.” Emily reached back with her left hand and squeezed her round left cheek. “You like it, baby?” 

    “Your butthole … Chrissy … touch your butthole.” Lance was so close. He could feel his balls contracting. 

    Emily stopped shaking her butt. Chrissy would do this for Lance, so Emily figured she should do it, too. She stuck her butt out a little more to help spread her cheeks, and moved her index finger to her nether hole. She could hear Lance’s ragged breathing behind her. She let the tip of her finger slide ever so slightly into her butt. 

    “Oh … shit … Mom.” Lance scooted closer to her until their feet almost touched. He wanted to cum on that big, perfect ass. “I’m … cumming. Aaaahhhhhhhhh.” He released all the animalistic sounds he’d been suppressing. Cum sprayed into the air, landing on Lance, the sand, and Emily’s upturned backside. “Uuuuuuggggghhhhh … ugh … ugh … uuuuuuuuggggghhhhh.” He jerked his new penis for all he was worth. 

    “Eeewwww.” Emily looked back over her shoulder to see her stepson’s penis erupting and spewing sperm onto her butt. “Laaannncccceee, stop it.” She got up and stepped away from the orgasming teenager, but his stuff just kept coming out. Finally, he finished. She could feel the hot spunk sliding down her butt and legs. “I can’t believe I have to clean off your stuff again.” She glared at him. She reached down and grabbed her shorts and panties. “When I get back, that pendant better be gone.” 

    “Sorry, Mom.” Lance had a dreamy look on his face as he watched her storm off toward the waterfall. He couldn’t take his eyes off that wide, bouncing ass covered in cum. That interaction had gone about as well as he could have hoped. “I’ll toss it away now,” he called after her naked, shaking butt. But he had no intention of abandoning his pendant.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    For several days after that, Emily walked with a spring in her step. She had done what she’d done, and it was humiliating, but Lance had thrown away the pendant by the time she’d returned from cleaning herself at the waterfall. She thought about her daughter and husband lost at sea. She hoped they’d washed up on some island, and were working on survival at that very moment. But if not, she was sure they were smiling down from Heaven knowing that the pendant wouldn’t subvert the Olmstead family anymore. 

    They went about their daily chores, and one morning, when they were stocked on supplies, Emily decided they should explore the island a little more. “Let’s go for a hike today, sweetie,” Emily said as they enjoyed their roast banana breakfast.  

    “I don’t know, Mom.” Lance looked out to the horizon where the sunrise painted the clouds a bloody crimson. “Doesn’t a red sky in the morning mean a storm is coming?” 

    “Um …” Emily tried to remember. “Your father was the real seaman in the family. He’d know. There’s that saying. How does it go? Red sky at night, sailors take flight. Red sky at dawn, sailors begone? That can’t be right.” 

    “Red sky at morning, sailors take warning?” Lance shrugged. “Well, whatever the saying is, maybe we should stay near camp today.” 

    “Nonsense. Let’s have some adventure, mister.” Emily nudged him on the shoulder. 

    And so, they set out to explore the island. Lance followed his stepmother the whole way, keeping his eyes on her rocking behind as they stepped through the underbrush. He was so focused on his stepmom’s ass, that he didn’t notice the darkening clouds throughout the day.  

    In the afternoon, they found a beach on the far side of the island. “Look.” Emily stopped, shielded her eyes with her hand, and then raced across the sand. Sure enough, smoke meandered up from a few smoldering logs. “Someone had a fire here.” She looked around the beach but saw no one but her stepson, plodding up behind her. “We’re not alone on this island, Lance.” A hard gust of wind blew in from the sea and pushed at stepmother and stepson. Emily hugged herself against the sudden cold. 

    “You’re right.” Lance bent down and studied the fire. Although he didn’t know the first thing about tracking, or detective work, or fires, he wanted to look like he did. He kept his left hand in his pocket, where he rolled the warm, smooth stone on the pendant between his fingers. Daylight seemed to dim around them. He looked up to see some very dark clouds moving in.  

    “Mom?” He stood, his face pinched in a deep frown. “I think maybe we should worry about the fire later. We need to get back to camp.” 

    “Yes.” Emily also noticed the clouds. Flashes of lightning popped out on the ocean, and they could hear the clap of distant thunder. “Let’s go.” 

    They moved back through the jungle. Walking at first, but as the wind picked up and the thunder drew nearer, they jogged. Eventually, they were running as cold rain pounded down through the forest canopy and soaked them through. Branches tore at their clothes, and left several shallow cuts in their skin, and gaping holes in their shirts. They got back to their shelter just before the worst of the storm arrived.  

    Emily couldn’t believe the size of the waves that crashed on the shore. Her stepson stood there gaping at the sheer force of nature. She grabbed him, pulled him into the shelter, placed the sturdy fiberglass that served as their door in the entry way, and huddled with Lance in the dark. 

    A flash of lightning wormed through the cracks in their shelter, followed almost instantly by a boom that rattled the wood and fiberglass around them. Wind howled around them and Emily prayed their makeshift home would hold.  

    “My teeth are chattering.” Emily reached for Lance and hugged him out of fright as another boom shook the island.  

    “Mine too.” Lance returned the hug with one hand, his other hand still fondling the pendant in his pocket.  

    “We need to huddle for warmth.” Emily had them take off their wet things and then they lay down in the dry sand. She snuggled in and let him spoon her with his larger frame. “No funny business,” she said remembering how much cum he’d deposited on her those two times. This was risky, she knew, but they were both shivering so violently.  

    “Sure, Mom.” Lance held the pendant in the palm of his hand. He was thankful that the cold had shrunk his dick some, but when he felt his stepmom’s naked ass against his stomach, he could tell that wouldn’t last. 

    “Lance?” Emily shivered less as the minutes passed by, their combined warmth heating her up. “Is your thing … um … getting hard?” She could feel its heavy weight pressing more and more on the back of her thighs.  

    “Sorry, Mom. I can’t help it.” He put his arms around her shoulders, the pendant resting in his hand, just above her chest. 

    “It’s a little uncomfortable, but you’re a teenager. It can’t be helped, I guess.” Emily spread her legs a little and allowed his penis to rest between her thighs. She closed them again. “Now just try to go to sleep.” 

    “Okay.” Lance lay there with the storm raging outside. The near constant percussion of thunder shook their shelter. His hips moved back and forth. Just a little at first, but then more and more. 

    “Lance?” Emily’s eyes were wide in the darkness. “Are you moving it?” Little electric shocks moved through her nerves as the head of his penis bumped up against her vagina.  

    “Feels … too … good … Mom.” 

    “Okay.” Emily’s pulse beat in her ears, almost drowning out the storm outside. “You can do that if it helps you feel better. But you have to pretend I’m your girlfriend, and you can’t put it in.” Emily stifled a groan as the head of her stepson’s penis rubbed up against her vaginal lips. “You can’t do this with your stepmother, understand? Only Chrissy.” 

    “Sure, Chrissy.” His hips moved a little faster, and his arms tightened around her shoulders, pinning her to his body. “I love the way your ass feels … up against me … Chrissy.” 

    “I just want to be a good girlfriend, Lance.” Sparks shot before her eyes. She couldn’t remember her vagina ever being this wet before. “I wanna make my dude happy.” 

    “Ugh … ugh … ugh … Chrissy.” Lance knew he was grunting like a crazed pig, but he didn’t care.  

    “Just go ahead and finish. I want you to … oh.” Emily’s eyes went wider in the dark as his enormous thing accidently slipped inside her. Good, God, she’d never had something like that inside her before. “Wait, you … aaaaaiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeee.” Emily almost bit her tongue as her whole body stiffened in an intense orgasm. Her stepson touched someplace deep inside that husband never had, and it set her body off. She wiggled uncontrollably in Lance’s arms, pushing her plump butt harder back into him.     

    “Oh … shit … Chrissy … so tight.” Lance humped Emily as they spooned. Now a storm raged inside the shelter to match the one outside. He felt his stepmom convulse time after time, as she had one orgasm after another. He knew he couldn’t take much more. “Aaaaaahhhhhhh.” Lance roared right in her ears as he came inside her. 

    “Oh … noooo … oooooohhhhhhhhhhh.” Emily lost all control again, as her stepson’s warmth spread in her most secret place. He had claimed her. And she’d let herself be claimed by that mighty penis, now buried inside her all the way to the hilt. Emily’s orgasm subsided, but the storm continued to beat at their home. She couldn’t go clean herself off. Heck, she still wasn’t sure the shelter would hold. She lay there for a while in her stepson’s grasp, trying to catch her breath and her bearings. Eventually, she reached behind her and eased him out of her. “Ouch, you really stretched me.” She let his softening penis lie between her thighs again.  

    “I’m sorry, Mom. I –” 

    “I don’t want to talk about it now,” she said over the sound of the storm. “Go to sleep.” 

    “But, I –”  

    “We’ll talk about it in the morning.” Emily left his arms around her. She didn’t want either of them to spend the night freezing by themselves in that cold, dark space.  

    “Okay.” Lance snuggled in closer to her, smelling the sea in her hair. He’d finally had sex, and his stepmother had taken his virginity. He was so thankful for his special, black pendant.  

      

    

  


   
    Chapter 4 

      

    When Emily opened her eyes, the storm had passed. She could hear the ocean gently lapping at the shore. The winds had torn the shelter apart a little, and she could see stars through their roof. She shivered in her nakedness and moved closer to the warmth of her sleeping stepson. Something large pressed into her lower back. Memories from last night flooded back to her. 

    Goodness, her mind reeled. Had she really let her stepson plant his seed in her unprotected vagina? It was the pendant. The pendant had done this to them. She reached back and felt his penis. It was so thick. The pendant had turned her sweet Lance into an animal. It had made him so big. She squeezed the penis in her hand. And so hard. What would Lance’s girlfriend, Chrissy, do if she found herself naked with his big thing poking into her? Without thinking, Emily flipped over and took the head of his penis into her mouth. She bobbed her head like the teenage slut she was pretending to be. Lance groaned in his sleep.  

    Clarity hit Emily like a slap in the face. The pendant was making her do this. She pulled her mouth off with a plop and looked down at her sleeping eighteen-year-old stepson. He was so pale and vulnerable as the early dawn light seeped in through the cracks in their shelter. The pendant’s black stone, with red, pulsing veins hung around his neck. She carefully unclasped the chain so as not to wake him, and dressed herself in her torn shirt, panties, and shorts.  

    Pink clouds covered the horizon when Emily emerged from the shelter. Debris littered the beach below them. It had been quite a storm. Without hesitation, Emily ran down to the beach, her new boobs bouncing uncomfortably. Her bare toes hit the water’s edge and she stopped. Staring out at the faint curve of the Earth. “Good riddance.” She pulled her arm back and threw the pendant out to sea with all her might. But the thing somehow caught in her fingers and wouldn’t release. She threw it again, and again, but each time it somehow wouldn’t leave her hand.  

    “Damn this thing.” Emily gave up trying to throw the pendant, turned, and raced her short, curvy body up the beach back toward the jungle. Huffing and puffing, she got to the tree line and found what she was looking for. A heavy rock, a little bigger than a baseball. She set the pendant down on a tree root and slammed the rock into it. She inspected the pendant. It didn’t have a scratch. She hit it again with the same result.  

    The loud crack of the rock striking the pendant echoed back to her. Emily looked over at the shelter. She knew how attached Lance had become to the pendant. She didn’t want him waking up and finding her intent on its destruction. They had already wrestled over the thing once and that had led to the start of all the unseemliness between them. She put the pendant in her pocket and thought things over. She ran down to the camp, picked up the old diary, and looked back at the jungle. Her boobs ached from all the running. She could find that old pirate galleon and return the pendant there. She would leave it there with the diary and it would be as if they’d never found it. It was a plan.   

    Still breathing hard, Emily hiked off into the jungle. With any luck, she’d be back before Lance even realized she was gone.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    Lance woke to find himself alone. He pulled on his torn clothes and crawled out of the shelter. The firepit was dark and cold. He held his hand above his eyes and scanned the beach. No sign of his stepmother. She hadn’t even left him breakfast.  

    A sudden panic flooded him. Lance reached up to his neck and felt … nothing. The pendant was gone. He sat down in a lump by a coconut tree. They’d gone too far last night. She must have taken the pendant to destroy it. It was probably lost in the bottom of the ocean somewhere. Lance thought of all the years it had waited in the pirate ship. La Sombra had met his fate in his cabin and had left it there for Lance to find. It was Lance’s pendant. Anger welled up inside him. The more he thought about the pirate ship, the more it seemed to call out to him. Could she …? Could his stepmom have taken it back there? Lance wasn’t even sure he could find the ship again, but he immediately set out through the jungle. With each step he became more and more sure she’d taken the pendant back to the ship.  

      

    ~~ 

      

    It took Emily much longer to find the galleon than she’d expected. But, by midday, she stood on the bluff overlooking the bay where that mighty ship beached itself. The storm had piled sand on the leeward side, but otherwise the ship looked untouched. Emily sighed, and hiked down to the beach. She was eager to be rid of the pendant and to bring her relationship with Lance back to normal.  

    Once next to the ship, she looked up its curved side. The vines still dangled down to the ground. She reached up, tested them, and tucked the diary into her other pocket. Soon, she would return everything back to the way it was. She climbed up the side. She struggled to hoist herself up. Had it been that hard the last time she’d scaled the ship? No, her boobs were much more in the way now. Straining, she made it to the top and flung herself on the old wooden deck.  

    “Okay … let’s … get this … done,” Emily panted. She found the door that led to the Captain’s cabin and entered. Dust motes floated around her in eerie silence. She passed several bunks, several more closed doors, and then she was there. This was where La Sombra, and probably Allesandra, had met their end. The skeletons still sat around the table, with rusted weapons all around them. Had anyone walked away from this table? What had happened to the rest of the crew?  

    The pendant dangled from Emily’s hand. Her wedding ring glittered next to it. The afternoon light angled through an old, dirty window. When had she taken the damn thing out of her pocket? She made a move to drop it on the table, but couldn’t quite do it. Why had the crew turned on La Sombra? Were some of the skeletons on board his conquests? Maybe a missing duchess or a lost princess? Her right hand reached for the diary and pulled it out of her pocket. She stood there with all those long dead people and suffered a long moment of hesitation.  

    So many unanswered questions and she had the diary right there. Maybe she should read some more. Emily turned from the room, retreated down the hall, and found an empty room. She sat on a squeaky, wood bench and opened the book. The pendant’s chain still looped through the fingers on her left hand. She read the sprawling Spanish script. It was another of La Sombra’s conquests.  

    Flying a false flag, The Penumbra harbored at Porlock Weir in England. La Sombra gave orders for his men not to leave the harbor settlement, while he and his stepmother booked an inn at the village a few miles away. The men were happy enough with the brothel and tavern at the harbor. La Sombra and Allesandra, however, favored a village populated by the innocent and virtuous.  

    Emily found that her vagina was already wet with anticipation. 

    Pirate stepmother and stepson dined at the inn’s tavern. They were happy to learn that it was run by two sisters and their husbands. The sisters were both fair, skinny things. Newly married, neither had yet had children. Once finished with the meal, La Sombra called over the husbands. “This was fine food. My stepmother and I would like to congratulate your wives on their talents in the kitchen. And maybe learn some of the secrets to their success. Could you please send them up to our room for a discussion?” 

    “I’m afraid our wives cannot join you in your room.” The taller husband responded. He looked quite taken aback.  

    “Ah, I understand.” La Sombra leaned across the table and patted Allesandra on the cheek. “She doesn’t speak any English, but my stepmother makes a good chaperone. Don’t you think? You needn’t fear me.” 

    “It’s not possible, even with a chaperone,” the shorter husband frowned deeply. “What would our neighbors say?” Both sisters stood on the other end of the tavern, watching La Sombra with trepidation. Indeed, the whole tavern watched this strange Spanish man and his stepmother. 

    “They would say you are rich men.” La Sombra dropped a small bag of coin on the table. He loosened the string so they could peer inside the bag.  

    “That is … more than we make in a month.” The taller husband looked at his shorter partner, then back at their wives. He then slowly looked back at La Sombra. “You wish only to compliment them?”  

    “I was also hoping to acquire some recipes, as I said.” La Sombra gave a gallant nod.  

    “Very well.” The tall husband beckoned his wife over. She had dirty blonde hair, freckles, and eyes the color of a calm sea. The man whispered in his wife’s ear. The other stepsister, shorter, with brown hair and a plain face, moved to her husband’s side. The husbands then whispered between each other. 

    “We will close the tavern early and join Elizabeth and Constance in your room.” The shorter husband stuck out his chin.  

    “Elizabeth?” La Sombra nodded to the blonde. She nodded back with apprehension. “And Constance?” La Sombra looked over at the brunette. 

    “Yes,” Constance squeaked. 

    “My partner is right. We will accompany our wives,” the taller husband said.  

    “What are the English monkeys jabbering about?” Allesandra said in Spanish. She looked at the young men with distaste. 

    “We have almost got them.” La Sombra smiled at his stepmother, speaking in Spanish to her. “Patience for just a bit more.” He then turned to the befuddled husbands. “Only the wives, thank you,” he said in English. “We wish only to learn about their skills in the kitchen.” 

    The tall husband looked at the bag of coin, then to his wife, and then to the coin again. “Very well. With your stepmother as chaperone, we accept.” 

    Fifteen minutes later, Allesandra sat on Elizabeth’s face. They were both on the bed in their room at the inn. Allesandra’s large breasts hung down as she leaned forward and frigged the poor, slender woman’s pussy. The blonde wife’s hips moved spasmodically.  

    Constance found herself speared on a cock the size of which she would not have believed possible only a few minutes before. She sucked in air as the swarthy Spaniard pushed more and more of it inside her. She lay naked on her back and all she could do was spread her legs wider for the man. With glassy eyes, she looked next to her and saw the indignity her stepsister endured with a woman’s sex on her face. Constance shuddered and her eyes rolled back. “Eeeiiiiiieeeeee,” she screamed. 

    A little while later, the foursome switched partners. Constance now found her face in the dark woman’s vagina. She lapped eagerly and cried out in pleasure as the woman on top of her licked her, too. Allesandra had much skill with her tongue, and didn’t mind her stepson’s semen as it leaked from Constance’s slit.  

    On the other side of the bed, La Sombra entered Elizabeth’s butt. The little, blonde woman, perched on all fours, quivered and shook. With the sounds coming from that room, the whole inn surely knew what had befallen these women. 

    While reading the diary, Emily found that she’d taken off her shorts and panties. She sat on the bench, with her legs spread as she marveled at what that stepmother and stepson had done to those innocent sisters. Her left hand, with the pendant still wrapped around her fingers, worked furiously on her vagina. She was going to orgasm soon.   

    She read on. While La Sombra worked his way toward dumping a second load in Elizabeth’s ass, there was a knock on the door.  

    “Elizabeth? Constance? Is everything okay?” The muffled voice of the tall husband came through the door.  

    “They’ve never been better.” La Sombra pumped Elizabeth harder, digging his fingers into her trim hips.  

    The once innocent wife squealed. 

    “Elizabeth, dear. Please come to the door.” The husband sounded defeated. 

    Neither wife went to the door. Eventually, Elizabeth’s husband went away. And La Sombra and Allesandra enjoyed the women throughout the night. 

    “Mom, what are you doing?” Lance stood in the doorway of the small room looking in at his stepmom fingering herself. He’d managed to find the ship and climbed the vines. He did not expect to hear his stepmother’s sounds of passion, but he had followed her grunts to that room. 

    “Oh, gosh.” Emily was so close. She couldn’t stop. Despite the fact that Lance watched her, she frigged herself to another climax. “Sorry … Lance … you shouldn’t see … your stepmother … like this … ooooohhhhhhhhh.” She leaned her head back and let the rapture carry her away. When she recovered, she looked up to see Lance now naked, with both hands on his long penis. “Oh, no.” Leaving her shorts and panties behind, Emily stood and pushed past Lance out into the hall. She ran blindly and ended up back in the Captain’s cabin. All those skeletons leered at her. For reasons unclear to her, Emily pulled off her torn shirt and tossed it on the old, oak table. Now completely naked, she put her hands down on the gray wood and stuck her butt out behind her.  

    “What?” Lance walked in behind her. “You wanna do it in here?” There was a strange magic to this room. He stared at his stepmother’s pale, perfect ass. He could smell her scent, and see the droplets of moisture on her pussy as she spread her legs for him, arching her back.  

    “It seems so.” Emily wiggled her butt at her stepson like his girlfriend Chrissy would. But she didn’t bother to pretend she was Chrissy this time. “Just do it before I change my mind.” 

    “Sure, Mom.” Lance stepped up behind her. He wasn’t sure exactly where to put the head, but he could see her slit well enough. He pushed, and after a second, found her hole and slipped in. His stepmother’s grunt as he entered her was a little slice of heaven.  

    “Oh, sweetie.” Emily pressed her fingers into the table. “Go slow … I’m still sore … from yesterday.” 

    “Okay.” Lance watched inch after inch sink into her. He looked around the room. It felt like the skeletons were all watching them. Or, at least, the ones with skulls still attached. He grabbed his stepmother’s wide hips and his fat balls pressed against her thighs.  

    “You … hit … something … inside mmmeeeeeeeeeee.” Emily convulsed, all her muscles tensing. There was a strange whining sound in the cabin. After a second, Emily realized the sound came from her. She was having an orgasm on her stepson’s cock. Oh, God, they’d lost. The pendant had won. How would they come back to normalcy after feeling such ecstasy? 

    Emboldened by his stepmother’s climax, Lance took her pussy with long, deliberate strokes. The way each impact rippled her butt, sending out successive waves, reminded him of the ocean lapping at their beach. Emily cried out again and again. Lance looked over to the headless captain. “Thank you so much, La Sombra.” The skeleton said nothing back. His stepmom looked at him over her shoulder. Her head lolled forward with every thrust, making it hard for Lance to make eye contact. 

    “Do you want … to put it all … inside me … again?” Emily admired her stepson as she gazed back at him. He looked so happy and full of life.  

    “Yes … ugh … ugh … ugh … please.” Lance’s grunting grew louder. He could feel the animal in him taking over. “Take … it … aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh.”  

    The roar that accompanied her stepson’s orgasm was nearly deafening in the closed space. Emily spasmed again as the heat of his stuff hit her insides. She was helpless against the pleasure. All she wanted now was more and more sperm from her strong, young man.  

    They humped with the dead crew of the Penumbra looking on for most of the afternoon. Lance came inside Emily twice more. By the time they climbed the vines back down to the beach, they were both sweaty, cum-soaked messes. Their clothes were torn, and Emily had a dark spot on her shorts where Lance’s cum soaked through. Emily’s legs trembled, and her vagina felt like it would never be the same. With the pendant back around Lance’s neck, and the diary in Emily’s pocket, they hiked back to camp.  

    The sun set as they rounded the southwest edge of the island. Above the treetops, they saw a thin tendril of smoke twisting into the dusk.  

    “Look.” Lance pointed and took off at a run. “Fire. There really is someone else on the island.” 

    “Right behind you.” Emily jogged after him. But he sped ahead and soon she lost sight of him. She was normally a better runner than her stepson, but her body had been through a lot lately. She hugged her boobs with her arm to stabilize them, and pushed on. At the edge of the tree line, Emily stopped dead in her tracks. Out on the beach, there were three people standing by a fire. Tears welled in her eyes. Lance hugged the other two people in a bear hug, but even with them jumbled together, the sight of her lost husband and daughter was unmistakable.  

    They were alive. Rarely in her life had Emily known such joy. Surely now, with the family reunited, the pendant’s power would be broken. Emily stepped out into the sand. Rivulets of tears ran down her cheeks. She sprinted across the beach toward her family. “Mitch. Sam. Oh my God, I missed you so much.” She had forgotten that she was a sweaty, cum soaked mess as she raced into a big group hug. Everything would be all right now that the family was back together.  

      

    If you want to read lots more stuff, vote on new stories, or support my writing, please visit: http://rawlyrawls.com  

    Also, all characters in sexual situations are 18 years or older.  
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